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The trip to the north 
mine were, for the most 
part, forgettable. A few 
orcs, and other similar 
hazards abounded, but 
there was nothing that 

we could not kill or avoid. 
We found when we 

arrived that the north 
mines were indeed rich in 
ore. The question of 
whether or not they were 
profitable however was 
dependant on the local 
property owners. At that 
time in the world, housing 
was hard to find. The 
north mines were a part 
of the Crescent 
Mountains, and it 
surrounded the High 
Steppes. The High 

Steppes were a prime 

area to place houses, as 
they still are today. So 
anywhere you could go 
around the mines, you had 
housing nearby. Those who 
wished to kill and rob 
miners used some of 

those houses as a base. 
Miners like us owned 
other houses, although 
they were richer of 
course. Usually the houses 


owned by miners had a 
small public area that 
anyone could use, anda 
forge was placed there 
for the purpose of 
smelting. Without access 
to the forges to smelt 
ore, you would have to 
run back to town with as 
much ore as you could 
carry, head to the public 
forge, smelt your ore, 
and repeat. Due to the 
distance of the north 
mines, this was not an 
effective way to make 
ingots. Most of your time 
would be wasted running 
between the north mines 
and Minoc. Those houses 
that gave free access to 
forges made it profitable 
to mine there. There is 
always a dark side to any 
story though, and this 
was no exception. Some 

of the houses that 
offered forge access 

were those same bandits 
that I have mentioned 
above. They would wait 
for a miner to make 
several trips to their 
forge so that they knew 
that the miner was 

loaded with ingots, and 
then they would come in 
from somewhere other 

than that house to kill 
and rob. Choosing where 
you smelted your ore 
could easily mean the 
difference between life 
and death. Of course on 
our first trip there we 
had no idea of how things 
stood. We intentionally 
kept a low profile for 
that first trip, and we 


were lucky enough to run 
into a few other miners 
that cued us in on how 
to stay alive. We were 
pointed to a few places 
that were safe to smelt 
at, and the current times 
that the bandits and 
killers roamed the 
mountains. That allowed us 
to keep what we had 
mined, and a week later 
we came back to Minoc 
bearing more ingots than 
we had ever made in one 
trip. After that we did 
almost all of our mining 
in the north mine. The 
only exception was when 
one of us needed to be 
in town for weapons 
training or the like. Our 
stockpile of ingots grew 
to an unusual amount for 
the day. After three 
months of working the 
north mine we had held 
back about 10,000 ingots 
between the two of us. 

We still mined naked, 
since that was one of 
the things that signaled 
that we were not worth 
killing. Neither of us 
particularly liked doing 
that, especially since it 
tended to get quite cold 
in the mountains. Until 
you suffer through a 
snowstorm in your 
underwear, you truly 
don’t know the meaning 
of cold. In some ways we 
were having too much 
success, because we got 
sloppy. We started 
wearing warm clothes and 
carrying weapons with us. 
Probably the worst thing 


that we could have done, 
we did. We started 
keeping our ingots on us 
and staying out longer, so 
we could do more per 
trip. That of course made 
us very nice targets and 
word began to go around 
that we were loaded with 
ingots all the time. The 
other reason it is wise 
not to carry too much in 
the way of ingots and 
ore, is that running is 
almost impossible if you 
happen to be weighed 
down. The timing was 
perfect for the bandits, 
for we were preparing to 
head back to Minoc. We 
had so many ingots that 
even walking was 
exhausting, and we could 
mine no more ore. From 
nowhere six or so bandits 
swooped down and beat us 
to the ground. They made 
fun of our skills as they 
beat us, and promised us 
more pain for avoiding 
them so long. The torture 
blends together after a 
while, and I cannot say 
how long they held us 
there, but I believe it 
was for just one day and 
night. The clear memory 
that I have is from the 
end. They came to where 

I lay in the dirt, raging 
from within my broken 
shell, and they laughed as 
they stabbed me in the 
heart and watched my 

body die. Suddenly I felt 
in control of myself, and 
I stood and took a swing 
at the vile monsters that 
had done this to my 


brother and me! Imagine 
my surprise when me 

hand passed through the 
bandit’s head. As I 
stopped in shock, I saw 
my brother’s body before 
me, his head cut off. I 
whirled and saw my own 
body with the dagger still 
in my chest. I froze in 
shock, and it came to me 
that I was seeing no 
colors anywhere. At first 
I had thought it was 
night, but looking around I 
realized that it was in 
fact dawn. I tried to 
take a calming breath and 
realized that I had not 
been breathing, nor could 
I draw a breath. I must 
be dead. I suddenly saw a 
cash of color, and 
turning towards it I 
recognized Alczeeair. He 
looked as shocked as I 
was, and from that I 

knew this was new to 

the both of us. We 

found that we could talk 
to one another easily 
enough, and Alceeair 
remembered that those 

who die from violence 
might become ghosts. 

More importantly, if a 
ghost can get toa 

healer within three days, 
a healer can resurrect a 
ghost. We thought that 

we were lost then, for 
the trip to town was 

more than a three day 
trip. We decided to try 
anyway, for it was better 
than sitting around 
waiting to disappear, or 
whatever it is that 
ghosts do after their 


time is up. It only took 
us two days to travel to 
Minoc, although normally 
the trip takes four. 
Ghosts, we found, do not 
tire, and the way to 

Minoc takes much less 

time when you can run 
without stopping. As soon 
as we arrived in Minoc 

we headed for the 

healer’s building. Somehow 
they knew when we came 

in the door, and moments 
later we were once again 
alive. The experience of 
being resurrected is very 
much like what I imagine 
being born is like, which 
is to say very 
uncomfortable. It feels as 
if your spirit is pulled to 
a point in space and then 
you are funneled through 
it into a formless mass. 
The more of your ghost 
that enters the mass, 

the more it begins to 

look like you. I know now, 
being a little more 
experienced, that if you 
go head first into the 
mass you don’t have to 
watch what is happening. 
Not watching that 

process is something I 
have chosen every time 
after the first, for it 
really is gruesome. My 
brother agrees with that 
as well, but we make a 
point of not talking about 
it. After we had come 
around a bit the healers 
handed us new robes. 
Looking at them, I 
realized why people had 
always referred to this 
color robe as resurrection 


robes. I had known 
vaguely about 
resurrection, but never 
having experienced it, 
things had never fit 
together in my mind. We 
stayed there and talked 
to the healers for a 
while, and I asked the 
question that was burning 
in me. If resurrection 
was possible, could 
Strider and our parents 
still be alive? From that 
long talk I found that 
not all violent deaths 
result in ghosts, and had 
our parents or Strider 
become one, they surely 
would have let us know 
somehow. There was, in 
fact, no limit on the 
length of time one could 
be a ghost, and someone 
who becomes a ghost 

once will always be a 
ghost if killed by violence. 
So with our hopes of 
seeing our loved ones 
again crushed, we headed 
into the city night. We 
were a little wiser, a lot 
less cocky, and very much 
alive... 
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